Po 'emu 

H e fits the feather* to his tender Armes; 

And ihewes him how to move his bodv l^hf 
As Birds firft teach their little young ones^fliaht - 
By this lie calls to Counfell all his wits, S ' 

And hisowne wings unro his fhoulders fits, 

Bein^ ab®ur to rife, he fearefuli quakes. 

And in this new way his faint body (hakes; 

Firft ere he tooke his flight, he kiVd his fonne, 
Whilft by his cheekes the brinifb waters runne * 
There was a Hillocke not fo towring tall 
As lofty Mounraines be, nor vet fo (mall 
To be with Valleycs even, and yet a hill,, 

Prom this thus both attempt their uncouth skill « 
The Father moves his wings, and with refpe<ft 
His eyes upon his wandring fonne refleft ; 

They beare a fpaciou; coin fe, and the apt boy 
Pearelefle of harme, in his new traft doth joy 
And flies more boldly : Now upon them lookei 
The Filhermen, that angle in the brookes. 

And with their cyescaft upward, frighted ftand. 

By this is Samos Ifle on thc/r life hand, 

Vpon the right LebixtboS they foifake, 

AJhpalcn and the Fifhie Lake. 

Shady Tachimf ull of Woods and Groves* 

When the rafh youth too bold in ventrin^roves; 
Loofeth hiscuide, and takes his flight fo high 
That the foft Waxc againft the Sunnc doth frie. 

And the Cords flip that kept the Feathers fa ft. 

So that his Armes have power upon no blaft : 

He fearefuli y from the high clouds lookes downe, 
Vpon the lower heavens, whofe curl’d waves frowne 
At his ambitious height, and from the skies 


Potms, 

gc fee blacke night and death before his eyes 
Sail melts tke waxe, his naked armes he (hakes, 
And thinking to catch hold, no hold heetakts; 
But now the naked Lad downe headlong falls 
And by the way, he Father, Father calls'; * 
Hdpe Father helpe, I die, and as hefpeakes. 

A violent furge his courfe of language brakes. 
Th’unhappy Father, but no Father now, 

Cries our aloud > $onn e fcurus where art thou ? 
Where art thou Icarus, where doft thou Hi c ? 
Jcarus where art ? When Ice he may cfpic 
The Feathers fwim^aloud he doth exclaime. 

The earth his bones, the Sea ftill bearcs his name* 


Achilles his concealment efhis Sex in 
the court of Lycomedes. 

KTOw from another World doth faile with i 0 y 
A welcome daughter to the King of Troy ’ 

Tl;e whilft the Grtcttws are already come, 

(Mov’d with that generail wron;> ’gainft 
dchillet in 2 Smocfce, his Sex doth fmothcr J 
And laies the blame upon his carcfull mother. 

What msk ft thou great ^chiles , teazing Wool) , 

Jri - ’r a . Helme fi |0u)d clafpe thy Scul ? 

What doth thefe fingers with fine threds of gold ? 
Which W ere more fit a Warl,kc Shield to hold. 

Why ihould that right hand, Recife or Tow contain?. 
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